- , TheTragidie 

Good Angels guard thee from the Boaics annoy, 
Liueand begeta happy race of Kings.- 
Edaurds unhappy (bnncs do bid thee flourifli* 

Entfr the gho/{ of Queeve Anne hte wife. 
'Kichard,Thy wife chat wretched Anne thy sv\(e. 
That ncuer fltpia quiet hourc with thee, 

Now fils thy fleepc wiih perturbations, 

To morrow in thebattailethinke one me. 

And fall thy edgclcffe fword, dcfpairc and die. 
ToRrcA. Thou quiet foulc.flcepc thou aquictfleepc, 
Dreamc of fiiccdfc and happy vidlory, 

Thy aducifaries wife doth pray for thee. 

E uter theghejf efBftckfngham, 

The firft was I chat heipt thee to the Crownc, 

The laft was J that felt the tyrany, . 

O in the baitcll thinkeon Buckjptgtntmf 
And die in terror of thy guiltineffe r 
Drcamc on,drcatr.con,ofbloudiedecds and death. 
Fainting difpaire.difpairing yccldthy breath. 

To Kkh. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid. 
But chearcthy heart, and be thou not difinaid, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride. 

K. BJehard farted out of a dreame* 

K R»ei. Giue me anothrr horfe,bind vp my wounds 
Hauc mercy lefu loft I did but dreame. 

O coward conlciencc,how doeft thou afflicR me ? 
Tnejights burnc blew, it is not deade midnight: 
Cold fcarefull drops (land on my trembling fleffi. 
What doc I.Icare my felfc? theres none tlf^by, 
Richard lou e$ Richard,that is I am I, 

Is there a murtberer here, No. yes I am, 

Thcnflie, what from ray felfcpgreat rcafonwhy, 
Lcaft I reucDge. WhaiPmy fclfe vpon my felfe ; 
Alackc I loue my lelfc, wherefore ?fot any good 
That my lelfc Hath done vnto my fclfe : 


(^Rlchirithj rjt'J. 

0 no : alas I rather bate my felfe. 

For hatefull deeds committed bymylcllc : 

1 an) a yi!lainc,yct I lye, I am not. 

Fooleof thy felf e fpeake wcll/oolcdoenot flatter. 
My confcience hath a thoufand fcuerall tongues. 
And cuery tongue brings in a leaerall tale. 

And cuery raie condemnes me for a villainc : 
Periury, in the higheft degree. 

Murder, fterre murder, in thedyreft degree, 

Mil feucrail finnes ,all vide in each degree. 

Throng all to the barre, crying all, gutltie,guikie, 

I ihal] djfpairCjthcre is ho creature louci me. 

And if I die, no loule lhall pittie mc^ 

And vybifresfore IhouJd they? fince that I my lellc, 
F)t)d in my felfe, no, pitty to oiy felfe. 

Me thought the fbulcsof all that! hauc murthered 
Came to my tent, and cuery one did threat 
Tomorrewes vengeance on the head of Richard 
Enter Rateliffe, 

Rat My Lord' 

Zouads, who is there ? 

Rat. My Lord tit I .* the c.nrdy village cocke, 

Hauc tlinccdonc falutation to the morne. 

kZ o7X7Pfr'Z‘*''- 

f ' '■'"'I'"" dreame, 

W#Ifearc, ircare. 

Armed in proofe and fouldiers 
Tis notycinSv ! by fallow Rjcbwond. 



Lords 

^ ‘ raoirow Rjehmoud. 


Exeftnt* 
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